simple toys as empty sardine-tins dragged along the
ground with string.
The house where the Nana Sahib had butchered
the women and children was now in the hands of the
enemy, but many of those who had been through
the siege at Lucknow examined the remains of
Wheeler's open entrenchment, and saw that their
own sufferings of a hundred and forty days could
not compare with the horrors of a defence which had
lasted only twenty. The place was still littered with
shreds of clothing, fragments of letters, torn books,
and sheets of music. Mrs Harris picked up a leaf
from the Bible which she kept as a relic, and Dr
Fayrer found the flyleaf of a song, 'The Last Man7,
by Thomas Campbell, which began: 'All worldly
shapes shall melt in gloom.'
On the night of the 3rd December the conyoy set
out on the long and tedious journey to the coast.
Inglis remained at Cawnpore, haying succeeded to
Windham's command. There was still too much
fighting ahead for the men of the 52nd to have their
promised rest, but Harry Metcalfe had been given
leave to visit Mr and Mrs Harris and the dog Bustle
the afternoon before they left. On the 7th Decem-
ber the convoy reached Allahabad, where the
survivors were received with cheers and provided
with eveiy comfort, and had nothing to do but enjoy
the quiet and the safety as they waited for the
steamers to take them down stream to Calcutta.
On Christmas Day Mrs Inglis gave a dinner to
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